THE BLIND MAN'S HUNT

To achieve this, the memory of his drunken father had to s foe
pressed,, his mother must be installed in semi-bourgeois dignity, and the
idiot brother disposed of.

Simon knew that a successful man's present always gets the better of
his past, and that success can even obliterate crime. He only needed
a little cleverness, combined with self-assurance, to avoid having to
listen at some public meeting to such cries as: "You weren't so proud
when your father was found sitting in the pond!" And in place of it
to have old peasants, half-bantering, half-sentimental, coming to him
saying: "Ah,,Monsieur Lachaume. He was a great card, your father
was; we had many a drop too much together, he and I, on market
days!" and taking pride in their old friendship.

Of the idiot people would say in whispers: "That's a misfortune
that can happen in any family..." Until the day when they would
speak of him no longer.

"Besides, your poor brother is all right here. He might not be happy
if her was moved," said Mother Lachaume.

" Precisely, as for Louis..."

Simon looked towards the end of the room; the idiot had now curled
up, his knees raised, his chin resting on the cold earthenware, and,
like an animal who feels that misfortune is approaching, his squinting
eyes were fixed on the visitor.

Simon instinctively lowered his voice though his brother could not
understand what he said.

"The best thing for him, and for everyone else, I think, would be
to put him in an asylum ., . Not as a pauper, of course," Simon added
hastily. " I'll pay an annuity so that he can have all he needs and you'll
be able to go and see him whenever you like. It'll relieve you of the
trouble he gives you..."

Mother Lachaume's face took on such a terrifying expression, such
a fire flashed from her round eyes, that Simon fell silent.

"So that's it! So that's it! Yes, of course, of course..." cried the
old woman. " So you want to put your brother in an asylum now, do
you? That's what you've decided, is it? I'd rather strangle him, do you
hear, strangle him with my own hands, than have it said I allowed my
child to be put in an asylum! Isn't it enough that I've borne the cross
of his condition without his being taken from me now that I'm all
alone? So that's it..."

She fumbled for her snufT-taker's handkerchief and automatically
wiped her eyes, though she was not weeping...

"So that's all you've got to say by way of thanks?" she went on.
"After everything we did for you, allowing you to study at an age
when other boys begin work so that your father had to have a hired
hand in your place, poor as he was. So you're ashamed of us, are you,
ashamed of us? I'll go and tell them, I will, I'll tell them! 'He's a
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